And now they join'd, keeping some quality

Of every past shape; she knew treachery,

Rapine, deceit, and lust, and ills enow

To be a woman: Themech she is now,

Sister and wife to Cain, Cain that first did plough.

Whoe'er thou beest that read'st this sullen writ,
Which just so much courts thee as thou dost it,
Let me arrest thy thoughts; wonder with me
Why ploughing, building, ruling, and the rest,
Or most of those arts whence our lives are blest,
By cursed Cain's race invented be,
And blest Seth vext us with astronomy.
There's nothing simply good nor ill alone;
Of every quality Comparison
The only measure is, and judge Opinion.